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Cur tamen hos tu 
Evaſiſſe putes, quos diri conſcia facti 
Mens habet attonitos, & ſurdo verbere cædit, 
Occultum quatiente animo tortore flagellum ? 


Juvenal, Sat. xiii. v. 195. 


But why muſt theſe be thought to ſcape, that feel 

Thoſe rods of Scorpions and thoſe whips of ſteel, 

Which Conſcience ſhakes, when ſhe with rage controuls, 

And ſpreads amazing terrors through their ſouls ? 
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HE original Story, on which this hiftorick | 
Tale is founded, contains ſuch a mixture of 


pleaſantry and morality interwoven, as is ſeldom 


united even in the Fables of romantick Invention. 
Though the anecdotes are comical, they are not in- 
credible, though marvellous, not impoſſible. They 
embrace thoſe ingredients, which ſhould enter into 
the texture of every Tale. In our own country and 
others many inſtances have occurred, where innocent 
perſons have been arraigned, condemned, and exe- 
cuted on the evidence of preſumptive guilt. It has 
happened even in the annals of criminal juriſdiction, 
that jurymen have been impanelled to hear and 
decide on thoſe very crimes, of which they them. 
ſelves have been guilty; and have reſcued the ſup- 
poſed culprits from the moſt imminent danger of 
death, when circumſtances have wonderfully con- 
ſpired to demand the penal verdi&, and the judge 


has recommended conviction. But I do not re- 
6 member 


E 


member to have ever heard of a fact, parallel to this 
ſtory, where a guiltleſs Man has been ſo ſituated as 


to imagine himſelf the author of a ſuppoſed mur- 


der, and to ftand condemned by his own conſcience 
as well as by the formal trial of a court. The ma- 
terials of the Tale are derived from the Tuvaxziov of 
Thomas Heywood*. This book was printed in 
1624, and under the appellation of the Nine Muſes 
contains the Various Hiſtories of Women. I have 
never ſeen the original work, but have tranſcribed 


the facts from the third volume of the Hiſtory of 


Norfolk by Blomefield and Parkins+ where they 


are aſſerted to have been tranſcribed verbatim from 
Heywood. It is to be ſuppoſed therefore that the 
relation is exa& and authentick. I have deviated in 
no important point from the letter, but have only 
-mbell hed the narrative with poetical colours, and 
by animating it with ſpeeches have given a more 
dramatick effect. The record is annexed, that the 
Reader may have the opportunity of comparing the 
ancient materials with the modern ornaments. If I 
may be indulged with imparting the truth, this 


Tale was compoſed in three mornings, as is known 
to that circle of Friends, with whom I ſpent the 


To 23% -..-- + P. 647 and 648. 
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Chriſtmas Holidays. I was limited to a given time 
by a particular accident. Only eight lines have been 
ſince added, and ſome epithets corrected. It is not 
my deſign to ſolicit apology from the Reader on 
this account, or to increaſe the merit of the execu- 
tion from a principle of vanity. Time is at the 
command of every author, and the Publick has an 
undoubted right to charge all the imperfections of 
inaccuracy on his head, when he fallies into the 
World. I have permitted this harmleſs Trifle to 
take its flight, though I am conſcious it would have 
been ſafer to have detained it in my own ſcrutoire. 


I fuge; fed poteras tutior eſſe domi“. 


* Mart. I. I. ep . iv. 12. 
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KNIGHT AND FRIARS. 
W HEN Guilt purſues the coward ſoul, 

Vain is our flight from pole to pole, 

O Impotence of fond diſguiſe ! 

Poor ſubterfuge from mortal eyes! 1 


Not Peru's balſam can aſſwage 


The mental fever's boiling rage; 


Nor Eaſtern Poppy's opiate ſtream 
Lull with abr ich Lethe's dream: 
For ſleepleſs Codlviebce knows to bind 
In adamantine chains the DL, 
Condema'd unheard by Judge or Jury, 
Or hiſſing Theatre of Drury, 
B 


| 10) 
Lo! where the ſhudd'ring Culprit ſtands, 
And rears to Heav'n his palſied hands. 
Before the darkſome _— 15 


Of his tyemendous: breaſt alone.. 
Unaw'd by ſear, or legal pelf, 1 

He ſtamps the verdict— Againſi Self. 

No Rhadamanthus, tho” fevere “, 

Could plunge an equal ſcorpion there; 0 ab 
Nor bloody Jefferies, nor Page r, 

Tho' fird by Hell's vindi&ive rage, 

With Pope and Satan of the quorum * 

Could thunder ſuch a curſe before em. 


* Pena autem vehemens, ac multo ſævior illis, 


; Quas & Cxditips:gravis invenat. aut Rhadamanthus, | 
Nocte _— ſuum geſtace in peftore teſtem. 


| Juv. Sat. xiii. v. 198. 
I Hard mood, or . if your Judge be Page. 
FE Pope. Horace's Viet. Sat. Imit. v. 82. 


T The Author does not here inſinuate, that either Jefferies or Page 
were Roman Catholicks, for, on the contrary, he knows: that they were 
both Proteſt ants: but the ſentence implies, that the moſt ſevere Judges 
of all ages and denominations uttited could not inflift a judgment equal 
to the remorſe of Conſcience. 

| Murder! 


. 


Murder! O flagrant Sin! no doubt, 
Cries rev'rend Spintext, it will out; 


But grace obtain d, my ſpruce Divine, 


I'll preach a tale worth ten of thine, 


For text, In Heywood's learned book, 
Call'd Gunaileion, pleaſe to look: 
This Cabinet of Engliſh Greek 

Bids the Mine Virgin Muſes ſpeak 
Of all the freaks of female fin 

From Eve to Helen down to Gwin. 
ce Prodigious Folio! (whiſpers Prude) 


4 Sweet Sir, forbear, be not too rude: 


«© Give mercy, Bard; my Siſters ſpare, 


« Ev'n 1 perhaps am lampoon'd there. 


6 Ceaſe your complaints, my ſimp ring Dame, 


And from this tale learn Virtue's fame.” 
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Tis barbarous wit to wound the fair; 
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There liv'd in days of warlike Vore 
A valorous Knight, who weapons bore, 
When our fifth Harry fought to gain 25 
His Engliſh ſpoils on Gallia's plain: 

Sir Thomas Erpingham he hight, 

Of vaſt eclat and glory bright I 

His ſingle arm bad ſquittiors yd! 
In Agincourt's immortal field N e 
Like Mars, he ſtorm'd at Harfleus fiege, 
There bled to crown his ſcepter d Liege. | 


When Peace in Britain 8 favourd Ife - 


Saw Victory, ſweet Siſter, mile, 

He reap'd the harveſt of renowh, 
Was titled Steward Gf the Crowng: / 
High Warden of the Envliſh'Sea, 


And ribband grac'd his garter'd knee. 
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Vet dazling Pomp arrays in vain, 
Unleſs the Fair reward our pain. 
To heal the wounds of martial life 
Sir Thomas ſolac'd in a Wife. 
But this was only earthly joy, 
An idle dream, a vacant toy; 


So to ſecure eternal pleaſure, 


Where Moths can't gnaw our endleſs treaſure, 


For good of his celeftial ſoul, 
Knight took the hint to guard the EY 


Hence built a Convent for twelve Men 
To roar out Anthems—now and then, 


At Norwich, where he low d to dwell, 


Aroſe this Monaſtery' 8 cell. 


60 


There mongſt the pamper d Sons were found 


Richard and John, two Friars bound 


Fraternal charity to hail; 


But Satan, fam'd for ſerpent tail, 


75 
Plung'd 


_ 2s Ah — — 


| 6140 
Plung'd Diſcord's ſnakes in hoſtile breaſt, 
Which fell Revenge (how deep!) impreſt. 
Not charming Boileau could indite 


The venom of their canker'd ſpite; 


Tho' he (fine Bard!) with matchleſs tongue 


| His Lutrin Monks divinely ſung. 


Oh! for a feather of his plume, 


o richly dipp'd in Gall's perfume, 


Theſe Norwich Friars to rehearſe, 


And grave their names in deathleſs verſe. 


But, Muſe, proceed on humbler wing: 
Let Tru th diſdain ſatirick fting. 


When Sleep arous'd by ſolemn bell 


The ſtartling ear at matin knell, 


Her vapours chas'd the beauteous Bride, 
And left the ſnoring Huſband's fide. 


80 


go 


Hence 


( . 7 
Hence at Devotion's glowing ſhrine, 
Where echoed Maſs, ſhe wont to ſhine; 
Now were the gazing Monks inſpir d, 
And with ſeraphick idol fir'd, 
When they beheld this mortal Saint: 
What Bard their raptures dares to paint? 


But Friar John, above the reſt, 
Felt his terreſtrial fancy preſt: 


A pang, beyond chaſte Spirit's love, 

In his fond boſom. gan to move: 

He lur'd with eyes of luſt the Dame, 
Who ſaw, admir'd, and fann'd his flame. 
Her wanton glance was fatal tinder, 
That burnt poor dying Monk to cinder. 
What to reſolvel Death ſure was hard, 
And bonne Fortune might be his card. 
Sly Satan ſaw and watch'd his cue; 


Then penn'd the trait'rous billet-doux. 


95 


100 


105 


The 


| (6 16) 
The Dame, with conſcious virtue bold, 110 


(Some ſay thro? fear) was wond'rous cold; 


And thought perhaps it were a trick 


Of jealous Spouſe his Dear to nick. 

Hence to preſerve from bliſt'ring Fame 

Like Cæſar's Wife, her wedded name, | IIs | 
She ſought her Lord with honeſt ſpeed, | 
And there reveal'd John's amorous deed. 


Behold Sir Thomas, mad with ire, 


Ban ev'ry Pope and curſe each Friar ! 8 

= Straight, to revenge this luſtful crime, 1 20 
He bad ſair Madam ſeal the time 

Of rendezvous at ſilent hour, 


Whilſt he (good man!) doz'd at the Tow'r. 


Rapt into ecſtacies divine 
M0 Enamour'd John receives the line, I 125 
That pictur'd to his Fancy's pray'r - 


The portrait of Ledzan Fair. 
| = No 
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No Saint above was ſo entranc'd, 

While Seraphs ſung, or Cherubs danc'd, 
Hence, to exalt with Pleaſure's toy 
This Carnival of luſcious joy, 

He deck'd his fringe with Mechlin lace, 
Perfum'd his cap, ſmooth ſhav'd his face; 
And, when the Clock at fatal four 

Aw'd drowſy Night, he tapp'd the door, 
The bolt obey'd the fignal giv'n, 


John ſneak'd within, and dreamt of Heay'n. 


There figure, Muſe, the Warrior's Dame 
Attir'd as Nymph of ſportive fame: 
But Paſſion fires the glowing way, 

And Love diſdains all cold delay. 

On Lightning's wing they hence repair, 
And paſs'd the Cloſet's portal there, 


Where Knight from darkſome ambuſcade 


Forth darted with remorſeleſs blade, 
C 


130 


135 


140 


145 
And, 
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And, thund'ring the Huſband's right, 


Plung'd hapleſs John to endleſs night; 
Like Hamlet's Father hurl'd to bed, 
His fins full blooming on his head, 


Now dire Revenge had crown'd his part, 
And awful Juſtice pall'd the heart. 
Array'd in Horror's dunneft hue 
Aghaſt the Murd'rer firuck the view. 


All blood attaint, all honour croſt, 


Chattels were forfeit, life was loſt. 
From Knighthood to defend this ſtrain 
Tranſport the breathleſs corſe again. 
Straight by a ladder apropos 

Obedient Francis quick did throw 

Poor John beyond partition-wall, 


That ſever'd Monks from Founder's Hall. 


I50 
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160 


Then, 
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Then, Fancy whiſp'ring to his brain, 
That no faint veſtige ſhould remain, 
He oped the Temple's fragrant cell, 
Where Cloacina loves to dwell 3 
That ſable Queen of ZMthiop hue, 

Whom all adore with rev'rence due: 
| And in a mien erect and fair 
Dead John was planted Vot'ry there. 


Fear lent her wing; away is fled 


Francis, and ſhrunk into his bed. 


Now Darkneſs reign'd and gen'ral Reſt, 


Save Friar Richard, who, oppreſt 
With Nature's crying call, uproſe, 
And ſought the Temple's ſoft repoſe. 
But O Miſhap! he found the Fair 
Now worſhipp'd by a Brother there: 
C 2 
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170 


175 


Repuls'd 


TC „ 
Repuls'd his angry ſteps he drew, 
And more and more indignant grew: 9 
Zeal, furious zeal, inflam'd his breaſt: 
He curs'd the wanton cruel jeſt: 
Vain was the call, no anſwer ſpoke, 


It was a barbarous Monkiſh joke. 


Rent with malignant ſhrieks the air: 
At laſt he ſeiz d a ſtony maſs, 


And flung it at his Brother's a—s. 
Down dropp'd reſiſtleſs Friar John, 
His veins congeal'd, his blood was gone: 190 
Alarmed Richard burſt the door, 
Saw his dead Brother on the floor, 
And felt a pang like that of Cain, 
When murder'd Abel ſtain d the plain. 
Fate now was certain, Gallows near, 5 19 5 


All Hell and Furies in the rear: 
While 


He rav'd, he ſtorm'd, and in deſpair 185 
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While Darkneſs veil'd with friendly ſhade, 
"Twas all (poor Wretch!) he had for aid, 
Damn'd was his ſoul, but how to five 
From torture limbs he gan to rave. 200 
In this nice inſtant to- his view 
The Ladder left auſpicious flew ; 
He then remember'd John had ſhewn 
An eye to plunder not his own; 
And to afhx, as Cuckold's flag, 205 
On Knight the antlers of the ſtag. 
Hence to tranſplant to Huſband's Hall 
His Brother's corſe was Reaſon's call, 
So ghaſtly Richard haled the trunk, 
And quick convey'd the ſleeping Monk. 210 


Meanwhile the tortur'd Spouſe in vain 


Sweet Slumber courted to regain: 


Like 


(22 9 
Like Macbeth after Banquo's Ghoſt, 
His peace was fled, his heav'n was loſt. 
Francis, ariſe, methinks I hear 


“Some Dæmon noiſe invade my ear. 


D 


* 


Again reſounds the awful call: 


0 


Fe 


Infernal Spirits haunt my Hall: 


** 


Francis, be gone; yet, Francis, ſtay; 


« Ayaunt! thou caitiff Slave away!“ 


The trembling Carle with ſhudd ring pace 


Deſcends, and meets John's damning face: 
Oh! kill me, kill me, injur'd Shade, 

c Nor thus with conſcious form invade! 

« Aſſume whatever mien you pleaſe, 

* Save this alone, [ll be at caſe.” 

The Warrior caught the dreadful ſound, 
And down he ſtalk'd with fear aſtound. 
But who can paint his dire deſpair, 


When he too ſaw the Friar there? | 


| 
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O van attempt my guilt to heal, 
« For Murder murder will reveal! 
«& Yet once more, Francis, we'll convey 


46% 'This riſing Monk another way. 


A 


Saddle thou famous Norman Roan, 


% 


I'll to my Armoury alone, 


* 


6 And bring my helmet, launce, and ſpear 


4% To cap-a-pie my Friar here.“ 

See Roan capariſon'd advance, 

And John array'd to conquer France. 
Now, bound with cords on Courſer's back, 
Like Knight he fallies to attack. 

The Portal opes; away John flies; 


His rattling armour rends the ſkies. 


Richard meanwhile with torturing ſting 
Of Conſcience prick'd like Shakeſpeare's King, 
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& Give me a Horſe, a Horſe, he cries; 


0 


* 


Bind up my bleeding wounds; he dies: 
Six Johns there are in Murder 's field; 


< Five I have ſlain; the laſt ſhall yield. 250 


c 


* 


« A Horſe, a Horſe; my ſoul Ill give, 
7 For one poor Stallion, if I live.” 
The Convent's Millar heard the groan 3 


« Sweet Friar, you may borrow Joan: 


* 


If you convey this treaſur'd ſack, 255 


No Monk ſo welcome to her back. 


« Ten thouſand Angels crown my friend! 
\ 


Thy courteſy ſhall know no end.” 


ev 


0 


Lo! Richard now aſcends the Mare, 
While F light revives his anxious care. 260 
But who can ſcape the Devil's fun? 
The Friars met; Roan ſcented Dun, 
Richard, appall'd at Warrior Knight, 
N from Spectre of the Night. 


Inflam'd 


v. 
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Inflam'd with luſt the victor fteed 265 
At laſt defeats his Conſort's ſpeed: 

Then mounts aloft with ardent glow, 

Richard deſcends to ward the blow; 

And thro? the peeping beaver ſpies 

His brother John with haggard eyes. 270 
* O Murder, Murder, injur'd Ghoſt, 

J own my crime; in Hell I'm loft,” 

T heſe accents ſtruck the ſleeping crew, 

Who ftraight to ſeize the Villain flew. 

Arraign'd he forfeits vital breath, _ 275 
And ſees the uplifted arm of Death. 


But Heav'n is juſt, tho Man be blind; 
This, Univer/al Truth, we find. 
The conſcious Knight to Harry flies, 


And, ere the hapleſs Friar dies, 280 
D | Reveals 


} 
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3 
Reveals his ouilt ; the Monarch hears, 


And from his Champion drives his fears, 


For Mercy ſuits the human throne, 


And the true Judge is God alone, 
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Extract from Blomefield's and Parkin's Hiſtory of 
the County of Norfolk (Vol. III. p. 647 and 
648.) 


Sir Thomas Erpingham, Lord Warden of the Cinque- 


ports, a Knight both of Fame and Memorie, and whoſe name 


is ſtill upon Record, being eminent and of note with Henry the 
Vth, as perſonally with him in all the Wars of France, after 
the King had both conquered and quieted the land, this noble 
Engliſhman retired himſelf into his Country: he had a Lady 
that was of ſuch Beauty, that ſhe attracted the eyes of all Be- 


holders with no common Admiration; in brief, I cannot ſpeak 


of her Feature ſufficiently, as being far beyond the compaſs of 
my Pen, and therefore I put her into the number of my fair 
ones. This Lady with her Huſband, reſiding in the Cittie of 
Norwich, he, after ſo many Troubles and Torments, purpoſed 
a more ſequeſtred life; and (next to the Solace he had in the 
Beautie and Vertues of his Wife) to take a Courſe merely con- 
templative; and thought out of the abundance of his wealth, 
to do ſome pious deeds for the good of his Soul: he therefore 
erected in the City and near to the place, where his Houſe 
ſtood, a goodly Church at his own Charge, and betwixt them 
a religious Houſe, that entertained 12 Friers and an Abbot, al- 
lowing them Demeans competent for ſo ſmall a Brotherhood: 
In this Convent there were two, Frier John and Richard; 
theſe were ſtill at continuall enmity, and eſpeciall notice taken 
of it amongſt the reſt, which by no mediation could be truly 
reconciled; but omitting that it was the Cuſtom of the Knight 


and his Lady daily to riſe to Morning Mattings, and ſhe being 


affable and courteous to all, it bred a ſtrange uncivil boldnefs 

in Frier John; for ſhe never came thro' the Cloyſters but he 

was ſtill with duckes and cringes attending her, which ſhe 

(ſuſpecting nothing) ſimply, with modeſt ſmiles, returned 

Thanks to him again, which grew ſo palpable in the Frier, 
D 2 
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that as far as they durſt, it was 5 in the Convent: 


Briefly after theſe incouragements (as he conſtrued them) it 
bred in him that impudence that he preſumed to write a letter 


to her, in which he laid open a great deal of more than neceſ- 


ſary love; this letter with great difficulty came to her hand, 
at which the Lady aſtoniſhed, as not dreaming that ſuch lewd- 
neſs ſhould come from one that profeſſed Chaſtitie, and not 
knowing whether it might be a trick complotted by her huſ- 
band to make trial of her Chaſtitie: howfoever, leſt her ho- 
nour ſhould be any way called in queſtion, the thought it her 
beſt and ſafeſt Courſe to ſhow the letter to her Huſband, of 
which he had no ſooner took a View but he began to repent 
him of his fomer charitie, in regard of their ſo great in- 
gratitude; but there yet wants revenge for ſo great a wrong; 
the Knight, concealing his rage, cauſes an anſwer of this let- 
ter to be drawn, to which he commanded her to ſett her hand, 
the contents to this effect; that ſhe was greatly compaſſionate 


of his love, and that ſuch a night her Huſband being to ride 


towards London, he ſhould be admitted, lodged, and enter- 
tained according to his own defires; this letter was ſealed, 


cloſely ſent, received by the Frier with joy unſpeakable :. 


Againſt the night he provides himſelf clean linnen, perfumed 
night-cap, and other neceſſaries; he keepes his time, obſerves 
the place, is cloſely admitted, and by herſelf without witneſs; 
and ſo conveighed into a cloſe chamber; which he was no 
ſooner entred, but in comes the Knight with his Man in great 
furie without giving him the leaſt time, either to call for helpe 
to the Houſe, or to Heaven, ſtrangled the poor Frier, and left 
him dead upon the ground: the deed was no ſooner done, and 


his rage ſome-what appeaſed, but he began to enter into con- 


fideration of the foulneſs of the fact and heinouſneſs of the 


murder, withal the -{tri& penalty of the law due for ſuch an 


Offender, which would be no leſs then forfeiture of life and 
eſtate, and now begins to ponder with himſelf, how to pre- 
vent the laſt, Which may give him further leiſure to repent 
the firſt; after diverſe and ſundry projects caſt betwixt him and 
his Man, it came into his mind by ſome means or other, to 


have his Bodie conveyed back into the Monaſtery, which be- 


ing divided from his houſe only with a brick wall, might be 
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done without any great difficulty; this was no ſooner mo- 
fioned, but inſtantly his Man remembers him of a ladder in- 
the Back-yard fit for the purpoſe; briefly, they both lay hands- 


to the body, and the Man with the Frier on his back mounts. 
the ladder, and fits with him aſtride upon the wall, then draw- 
ing up the ladder on the contrary Side, deſcends with him 


down into the Monaſtery, where ſpying the Houſe of Office, 
he ſet him upon the ſame, as upright as he could; there leaves. 


him, and conveyes himfelf again over the wall, but for haſte 
forgetting the ladder, and ſo delivers to his Maſter, how and: 


where he had beſtowed the Frier, at which being better com- 
forted, they betook themſelves both to their reſt ;. all this be- 


ing concealed as well from the Ladie, as the reſt of the Houſe- 
hold, who were in their depthe of ſleep: It happened at the 
ſame inſtant, the Frier Richard, being much troubled with a 


looſenefs in his Body, had occaſion to riſe in the night, and: 


being ſomewhat haſtily and unhandſomely taken, makes what 
fpeed he can to the Houſe of Office; but by the light of the 
Moon, diſcerning ſomebody before him, whilſt he could and. 
was able, he contained himſelf; but finding there was no re- 
medy, he firſt called and then entreated to come away, but 
hearing no body anſwer, he imagined it to be done on purpoſe, . 
the rather becauſe approaching the place ſomewhat nearer, he 
might plainly perceive it was Frier John, his old Adverſary, 
who, the louder he called, ſeemed the leſs to liſten; loth he 
was to play the Sloven in the yard, the rather becauſe the whole 
Convent had taken Notice of a cold he had late got, and how 
it then wrought with him; therefore thinking this counterfeit 
deatneſs to b done on purpoſe and ſpight to make him aſhamed! 
of himſelf, he ſnatcht up a Brick-batt to be reverſged, and: 
hitting his Adverſarie full upon the Breait, down tumbles. 
Frier John, without life or motion; which he ſeeing thought 


at firſt to raiſe him up, but after many proofs finding him to be 


ſtone dead, verily believes that he had {lain him: what ſhall he 
now do ? the gates are faſt locked, and fly he cannot; but as- 


ſudden Extremities impreſs in man as ſudden Shifts, ſo he, 9 


pying the ladder, preſently apprehends what had been whͤif- 
pered of Frier * s love to the Knights Ladie: and lifting 


ty 
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Him upon .his Shoulders by the. help of the ſame ladder carries 
him into the porch of the Knights Hall, and there ſets him; 
and ſo cloſely conveys himſelt back into the Monaſtery the 
ſame way he came, not ſo much as ſuſpected of any; in the 
interim, whilſt this was done, the Knight being perplexed and 


troubled in Conſcience, could by no means ſleep, but calls up 
his Man, and bids him go liſten about the Walls of the Mo- 
naſterye, if he can hear any noiſe or uproar about the Murther; 


forth goes he from his Maſter's Chambers, and having paſt the 
length of the Hall, purpoſing to go through the yard, finds 
Frier John ſitting upright in the porch ; he ſtarting at the 
fight runs back aFighted and almoſt diſtracted, and ſcarce able 
to ſpeak brings this News to his Maſter; who no leſs aſto- 
niſhed could not believe it to be ſo, but rather his Man's fan- 
taſie; till himfelf went down and became Eye-Witneſs to the 
ſtrange Object; then wondroufly deſpairing, he intimates 
within himſelf that Murther is one of the crying Sins, and ſuch 
a one as cannot be concealed; yet recollecting his Spirits, he 
purpoſes to make tryall of a deſperate Adventure, and put the 
diſcovery thereof to Accident; he remembers an Old Stallion, 
that had been a Horſe of Service then in the Stable, one of 
thoſe he had uſed in the French Wars, and withall a ruſty. 
Armor, hanging in his Armorie; he commands both inſtantly 
to be brought, with ſtrong newe Cords, a Caſe of ruſtie Piſ- 
tols, and, Launce; the Horſe is ſaddled and capariſoned, the 
Armor put upon the Frier, and he faſt bound in the Seat ; the 
Jaunce tyed to his wriſt, and the lower end put into the reſt ; 
his Head-piece claſpt on, and his Beaver up; the Skirts of his 
Gray Gown ſerve for Baſes; and thus accoutred like a Knight, 
compleatly armed Cap-a-pee, they purpoſe to turn him out of 
the gates he and his horſe, without any Page or Eſquire, to try 
a new Adventure; whillt theſe things were thus a fitting, Frier 
Richard in the Monaſtery, no leſs perplexed in Conſcience than 


the Knight, about the murther, caſting all doubts and dreading 
the ſtrictneſs of the Law, ſummons all his Witts about him to 


prevent the worſt ; at length ſetts up his reſt, that it is his 
beſt and ſafeſt way to flye ; he remembers withall, that there 
was belonging to the Fryery a Mare imployed to carry Corn to 
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and fro from the mill, which was ſome half a mile from the 
Monaſtery ; being ſomewhat fat, and therefore miſdoubting his 
own Footmanſhip, he thinks it the ſafer Courſe to truſt to four 
leggs than to two; he therefore calls up the Baker, that had? 
the Charge of the Beaſt, and tells him that he underſtands 
there was Meale that morning to be fetched from the Mill, 

which was grinded by that time ; therefore if he would let him 
have the Mare, he would (it being now Night) ſave him the 
labour, and bring it back before morning; the Fellow, willing 
to ſpare ſo much pains, cauſed the Back- gate to be opened; the 

Frier gets up, and rides out of the monaſtery gate, juſt at the 

inſtant, when the Knight and his Man had turned out the Frier 
on horſeback to ſeek his fortune; the Horſe preſently ſcents 

the Mare, and after her he gallops, Fryer Richard looking back 
amazed to have an Armed Knight purſue him, and by the 

moon-light, perceiving the Fryer armed (for he might diſcern 

his face partly by the moen and partly by the breaking of the 

day, his Beaver being up) away flyes he, and takes through the 

Streets; after him (or rather the mare) ſpeeds the horſe ; great 

Noiſe was in the Citty, inſomuch that many waking out of 
their ſleeps and morning reſts, from their Windows looked out; 

at length it was Fryer Richard's ill fate to take into a turn- again 
lane, that had no paſſage thro'; there Fryer John overtakes 

him, the Horſe mounts the Mare, and with his 'violent motion 

the rotten and ruſty Armor makes a terrible Noiſe ; Fryer Ri- 

chard's burthen'd Conſcience clamours out aloud for helpe, 

and withall cryes, Guilty of the Murther;“ at the noiſe of 
Murther the people being amazed ran out of their beds into the 
Streets; they apprehended Miracles, and he confeſſeth Wonders; 

but withall that barbarous and inhuman fa& to murther one of 
his Convent: the grudge that was betwixt them 1s known, and 

the apparent juſtice of Heaven the rather believed ; Fryer John 

is diſmounted and ſent to his grave, Fryer Richard to priſon; 

he is arraigned, and in proceſs, by his own Confeſſion, con- 

demned; but before the Execution, the Knight, knowing his 

own. guilty Conſcience, poſts inſtantly to the King, makes his 

voluntary Confeſſion, and hath life and goods for his former 

good Service pardoned him ; Fryer Richard is releaſed, and the 

Accident remains ſtill recorded, | 
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